*    The Execution    *

like the abode of a sacred elephant. Where was the
gilded spire of its stable, where its attendants, its band
of musicians? Thihathu stepped from the palanquin
and looked round, a faint uneasiness creeping over
him. The guard was on all sides; he could see none of
his own staff.

Then between the soldiers he perceived Yazathing-
yan approaching. He was dressed in an embroidered
robe. As he drew nearer, Thihathu noticed that one of
his sleeves was stained with a dull red stain. He did not
immediately understand; for an instant he failed to
connect the stain with what had happened four months
earlier in the audience hall. Then suddenly the truth
flashed on him and he knew that he had fallen into a trap.

Yazathingyan came up close, still preserving some
form of respect. He did not kneel, but he bowed. On
his face, however, was an insulting expression. Raising
his sleeve, he looked at the stain and then, smiling
crookedly, said:

*The lord Thihathu will remember how I received
this blotch of red/

Feeling that he might as well speak to a serpent as to
this man, Thihathu did not reply. He looked round
him again hastily, but there was no escape. He knew it
was death; what kind of death was the only doubt.
When he thought it might be prolonged, he fell on his
knees.

'Your Excellency/ he said humbly, 'if I spat on your
sleeve, it was just a burst of irritation. I was only heir-
apparent then. Now I am King and can amply com-
pensate you/

'You are not King/ replied Yazathingyan insolently,
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